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anxiety on my husband's account did not
trouble me. I longed to know how he was
being treated, and whether they would tell
him of my escape, and spare him the torture
of not knowing my fate, for I knew how he
would fret over it if he did not know.

It seemed so terrible to be obliged to
march away leaving them all behind, and at
times I longed to hurry back and see for
myself what was-happening, while, again$ I
would have given anything to have reached
Cachar, and been able to send up help to
those in captivity. We thought that Mr.
Melville had been made prisoner and
brought back to Manipur, as a rumour to
that effect had reached us on the 24th, and
in that case we supposed he would be
with the Chief and his party, a prisoner in
the palace.

Perhaps the utter weariness of body and
mind which threatened to overcome me at
this time prevented my brooding too much
on the possible fate of those we had been